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Author's Notes: 
What might have happened on a Halloween shopping expedition 


"What the fuck is that?" Duff asks, scratching at his head and staring at the thing in Steven's arms. 
"Its a pumpkin!" Steven replies with a huge grin 


"Correction," interjects Izzy, "it WAS a pumpkin. Before it was smashed to shit by a plane during an emergency 
landing and then got attacked by a pack of rabid dogs." 


Axl sniggers. 
"Good one, Iz!" he chortles. 


"Well, pardon me for trying to be seasonall" Steven huffs. "You lot never celebrate anything. Every house 


around here is decked out for Halloween except ours!" 


"Again, correction," says Izzy. "All we need to do is put Slash on the front porch and bingo! Every human in a 
ten mile radius is scared shitless!" 


"Ha-fuckin'-ha," mutters Slash from his perch on the sofa where he's attempting to balance four beer cans 


and a bottle of Jack on his lap. 


"We're a little past the trick-or-treat thing, aren't we?" Duff enquires, blowing smoke rings and snatching one 
of Slash's beer cans, grinning at his friend as he does so. 


"You're never too old for Halloween!” Steven declares and dumps the dead pumpkin thing on the floor. 


"Isn't this more your department, Slash? You're the one who watches all those schlocky horror movies," asks 


Axl. 


"And Duff's the one who pretends they don't scare him and then climbs in bed with me when they're done!" 


Slash sniggers. 


"For your information, | don't climb in your bed because l'm scared of some dumb movie," Duff says sniffily. "l 


do it when I'm cold, is all. And you don't object. So fuck off!" 

"You sleep with Slash?" Izzy asks wide eyed. 

"He doesn't sleep. He sings Christmas songs in my fuckin’ ear or asks me stupid questions like, ‘Do you think 
Izzy dyes his hair? or, ‘How has Steven stayed alive for so long? | don't have any answers for these questions 
so | usually just pinch him or threaten his vodka stash," Slash replies. 

"He never climbs in bed with me," Steven says, sounding a little hurt. 

"That's probably got something to do with his self preservation instincts," Axl mutters. 


Duff is a little put out. How have they gone from the topic of Halloween to him sleeping in Slash's bed? 


Izzy's also a little put out. If Duff is climbing into bed with anyone, it should be with him. He wouldn't mind 
Duff singing or asking him questions. He wouldn't mind Duff doing anything in his bed. 


"Well, now that we know Duff isn't scared of horror movies and likes to sing Christmas songs for an audience 
of one in the dead of night, how about we buy some cheap decorations and get this place set for Halloween?" 
Steven suggests. 


"You're not going to let this go, are you?" Izzy asks resignedly as Steven shakes his head firmly. 


"Ok then," says Duff, "I'll drive." 


"SHOTGUN!" Izzy screams 
"Where?!" yells Steven, ducking down with his arms over his head 

"Get up, you halfwit" Axl snarks, "he means he's riding up front with Duff" 
"Oh! Ok then," Steven replies, feeling a tad stupid 


After wrangling Slash from the clutches of the sofa, all five troop out of the house and clamber into Duff's 
piece-of-shit truck. 


One hour, an overly long rant from Axl about the fuck up that is LA traffic and four stops for Slash to pee 
later, they pull into a parking lot whereupon Duff opens his door, throws himself from the truck and lays on 
the ground, whimpering softly and walloping his fist on the concrete. 

"IFs ok," Izzy tells him soothingly, "I'll drive home. And buy you some ear plugs for the journey.” 


"Thank you," mutters Duff and hauls himself upright. 


They enter the store and Steven makes a beeline for the Halloween display which clearly states, ‘DO NOT 
TOUCH in huge, Gothic lettering. 


‘Look at these!" he shrieks, holding aloft two skulls with illuminated eye sockets as a store clerk eyes him 


menacingly. 

"Im looking and they're ten bucks apiece so put ‘em the fuck down and walk away," instructs Duff harshly. 
Slash rocks up wearing a killer-clown mask. A killer-clown-with-garish-bloodied-lips mask. 

"AAARRRGGGHHH!" he exclaims in Izzy's face. 

Izzy fixes him with a bored glare and says, "I'm utterly terrified. Not" 

Axl, meanwhile, is trying on a pair of long nailed skeleton hands. 

"Cool" he states and wriggles the fingers at a giggling Steven. Who has found a Leatherface mask and is 
wearing it on the back of his head, unintentionally scaring the shit out of several small children and incurring 


the wrath of their mothers. 


Duff smoothes thing over with them using his sweetest smile and most apologetic tone of voice. Some of the 


mothers are very taken with him, one of them declaring, "I'm divorced! Would you like my telephone number?" 


"No he wouldn't!" Izzy snaps sharply and drags Duff away from the harem of whores as he's christened them. 
"That was rude, Iz!" Duff tells him. 


"Yeah, cos I'm known for my impeccable etiquette!" Izzy snipes. "All they wanted was to get in your pants. 


Tarts! All of them!" and he walks off, leaving a bewildered Duff to stare after him. 


"Hey! Duff! Come over here!" Slash beckons with a finger. “Blood! Lots of it! Two tubs for a dollar fifty! We're 


getting four!" and he tucks two tubs under each arm. 


"Whatever floats your boat," Duff sighs and is bemused when Axl appears bearing a bucket of something 
declaring itself to be ectoplasm and wearing a witch's hat with a broomstick tucked between his legs. 


‘lm getting into the spirit of things!" he cackles and throws green, gooey ectoplasm in Slash's gleeful face. 
Not to be outdone, Slash pries open one of his tubs and deposits the contents over Axl's head. 


"Ha ha hal" he cries as Steven / Leatherface joins them and delightedly revs up a chainsaw he picked up in the 


hardware department. 


"Oh, fuck!" he screeches, completely startled. "This thing is reall How do | turn it off?" and he swings round in 


Duff's direction, narrowly missing his head. 


Flailing backwards, Duff slips in the blood-ectoplasm mess on the floor and ends up flat on his back as his 


three friends gather around him, Steven's chainsaw still going. 
"OH MY GAWWD!" shrieks a store clerk. "They've killed that poor man! With a chainsaw! Call the police!" 


The harem of whores abandon their children and come dashing down the aisle, divorced one screaming, "Out of 


my way! | didn't get to give him my number!" 


"Back off, bitches!" Izzy roars as he comes skidding around the Halloween display and yanks Duff up off the 
floor. "Let's get the fuck out of here!" he yells and all five sprint for the door. 


"Leave the fucking chainsaw, you idiot!" Slash shouts and Steven drops it to the floor, grabbing a box of apples 


and peanuts instead. 


Axl gallops across the parking lot, broomstick still between his legs, hat still on his head and leaving a trail of 
blood behind him. Slash is dripping green goo from his face and holding onto his blood tubs for dear life. Steven 
is stuffing peanuts into his mouth through the Leatherface mask. Izzy is hauling Duff by the arm at 
breakneck pace. They reach the truck and pile in, Izzy starting it up and peeling out of the parking space, 


burning rubber. 


It takes all of ten seconds for Slash to start laughing in a most deranged fashion. 


"That's the most fun I've had in years!" he hiccups. "Axl on that broomstick legging it across the parking lot 


made me almost piss myself!" 

"| don't understand how you could possibly have any urine left in your fuckin’ bladder after we stopped four 
times on the way here!" Duff grumbles as he pulls off his shirt and tries to wipe bloody ectoplasm out of his 
hair. 

Izzy stares. 


"Red light! Red light! RED FUCKING LIGHT! STOP!" Axl screeches and Izzy slams on the brakes just in time. 


The rest of the trip home is uneventful apart from Slash continuing to bray laughter like a drunk donkey 
every now and then. 


Getting in the house, Duff goes to wash his hair. Izzy offers to help. Slightly bewildered, Duff shrugs, says, "All 
right?" and lets Izzy lead him up the stairs. 


"You've had a terrible day," Izzy tells him in the bathroom. "| think you should sleep in my bed tonight. With 
me," he adds. "I'll let you sing anything you want." 


Which is how Duff ends up warbling ‘God Rest Ye Merry Gentlemen’ at three in the morning while Izzy croons 
along and pets his hair. 


"We really should go shopping together more often!" Izzy muses with a satisfied smirk as Duff falls asleep on 
his shoulder. For the first of many times. 


